The Hangover to the End of All Hangovers 


Part 1: The Ghost in Brennenburg 


She was ravaging the teacups in the kitchen cabinets again. There was something 
strangely satisfying about the sound of shattering porcelain. She imagined that 
each teacup she broke was one of Alexander's bones. Another teacup, another 
bone. The more teacups she broke, the more his pain increased. A grim smile 
twisted her mouth as she hurled yet another cup against the gray stone wall. 


"Well, you've started early this morning." 


She halted and spun in the direction of the voice. Alexander, Baron of Brennenburg, 
stood in the doorway looking smug. A hiss escaped her teeth as she pitched the 
next teacup at his head. Alexander dodged the projectile and stood straight again, 
that infuriating smirk still plastered to his face. She wanted to cut it off with a shard 
of porcelain. 


"| have some news that you might appreciate," the Baron continued. "Does the 
name Joseph Desnoyers mean anything to you?" 


The cup fell from her hands. That name was the only thing that meant anything to 
her now. Had she still breath, it would've caught. 


"What do you know of my Joseph?" she snarled. 
"Only that he's joined you in death," Alexander replied. 


Everything seemed to stop. The sounds of the castle that kept her company for all 
the years she dwelled there fell silent. The sunlight streaming through the window 
seemed to go dark. "You," her voice was choked. "You-you bastard! You're lying! 
YOU'RE LYING!" "Come, come," Alexander said. "Why would | lie about something as 
important as this? It really is a shame that you can't see him, isn't it? Perhaps your 
little revenge plan didn't work as well as you thought it would, hm?" 


"You killed him didn't you?" she demanded. "Didn't you?" 


“Now what makes you think I'd do that?" Alexander asked. "I have more than 
enough prisoners to last through months of research. He died of natural causes. 


Her hands curled into fists, "I don't believe you!" 


"Then by all means read it for yourself," Alexander said, tossing a folded newspaper 
onto the floor. "Just look at the obituaries, I'm sure you'll find it." 


Normally she never would have done anything that bastard said, but this was 
different. She needed to know if it was true. She picked up the paper and flipped 
through its pages until she came to the obituaries. His was the first name she saw. 


Joseph Desnoyers: Born 1799-Died 1839 of Scarlet fever. Loving husband to Silvia 
Pierpont and father of Louise, Quentin, and Joseph Jr. 


Her hands began to shake, he had gotten married to one of her best friends. She 
couldn't say she was surprised, there was no way a man like Joseph could get away 
without marrying. That knowledge didn't stop hurt and envy from twisting in her 
gut. 


She fought back spectral tears as she read the passage over and over. She'd lost 
her chance, now he was gone from the earth and she was still there...in 
Brennenburg. 


"You poor unfortunate soul," Alexander's sneering voice sliced through her reverie. 
"What a depressing tale this has become." 


She turned to the Baron, eyes burning with hate. He had found her weakness and 
he was reveling in his victory. Now he could hurt her more than she could ever hurt 
him. She tilted her head back and a high, keening wail tore from her throat. It 
echoed through the halls as she fled from Alexander's presence, leaving a trail of 
silvery tears behind. 


Part 2: Daniel Who? 


She heard about the visitor first from Agrippa. The man was the biggest gossip 
hound she'd ever met, even when she was alive. He was always getting his hands 
on information that she had never even gotten wind of. She frequently wondered 
how he managed it. His soul was trapped in the body of a chained up corpse that 
couldn't move even a foot away from its holding place. However, if there was one 
thing she had learned from being stuck in Brennenberg, it was not to question. 


"Good morning, TVB!" Agrippa said brightly as she floated down the steps to the 
knave. "Have you heard the good news?" 


She sighed and shook her head at the name he had given her. She didn't remember 
her real name, she'd forgotten a lot of things since she'd died. Alexander had taken 
to calling her "that vapory bitch" and once Agrippa had found out he'd shortened it 
to TVB. 


"It's almost midnight, Agrippa," she replied. 


"Oh dearie me!" Agrippa said. "Your concept of time really does get muddled when 
you've been down here as long as | have. Anyways, the good news, have you heard 
it?" 


"I'm not sure." she answered. "Your concept of good and bad news really does get 
muddled when you've been trapped in a place like this." 


"So true," Agrippa nodded solemnly. "But | think you'll definitely like this piece of 
news! | know | did when | found out about it. | wanted to sing a song and do a jig, 
but I'm kind of chained up " 


"What news, Agrippa?" she asked. 

"A visitor is coming to Brennenberg!" Agrippa said. 
"You mean another prisoner, don't you?" 

"No, a real visitor." 


She looked at Agrippa strangely, "Are you sure you heard correctly? Alexander's 
never had visitors before, what would change his mind?" 


Agrippa chuckled before leaning as far forward as he could and dropping his voice 
to a conspiratorial whisper, 


"Supposedly, this visitor knows something about the Orbs." 
"The Orbs?" she asked. 


"He might even have one in his possession," Agrippa added. "I'm not sure though, | 
stopped being able to hear at that point. However | did hear something really funny 
about that water beast. Don't you call him Jerry or something?" 


"His name is George, Agrippa," she said. "But the visitor, did you get his name?" 


| think the visitor's name was David, either that or Daniel," Agrippa shrugged. "It 
was some biblical name that started with a D. Anyways, did you hear what that 
water beast did?" 


"What happened to George?" she demanded, crossing her arms. 


"Apparently he tried to take a bite out of Alexander's leg again." 
"Good for him, I'll have to tell him to try biting higher next time." 


"That's the spirit TVB!" Agrippa said. "Maybe this visitor can help us with 
our...predicaments." 


"| wouldn't get my hopes up, Agrippa," she sighed. "If Alexander cordially invited 
him to be a visitor, | don't think he'll look kindly on the plights of a couple of lost 
souls like us." 


"Oh come on." Agrippa said. "Have a little faith, you never know until you meet 
someone." 


She smiled faintly. Agrippa really was a sweet old man, even he was trapped inside 
a rotting corpse. She desperately wished she could believe him but she wasn't 
getting her hopes up. 


"Well, Agrippa, I'm going to go see to George," she turned to go. "That bastard 
probably tried to hit him with his cane again. I'll be back later, alright?" 


"Alright TVB! | will eagerly await your return!" Agrippa called. "And give my love to 
what's-his-face." 


"George." 

"Yes him. Come back soon!" 
"Of course, Agrippa." 

With that she left the knave. 


The next week was a flurry of activity for the servants of Brennenberg. Alexander 
even forsook his research to prepare for this mysterious visitor. She had never seen 
the castle look so alive. It was strangely unsettling. Alexander patrolled the halls 
almost continuously and it seemed to her he was preparing more for some long lost 
lover than a simple visitor. She was so caught up in watching the preparations that 
she didn't break nearly as many objects as she had originally planned on. 


I'll just have to make up for that after the visitor comes, she concluded. I'll just lull 
Alexander into a false sense of security for this week, then BAM! 


She chuckled evilly, scaring the group of servants that was shaking out one of the 
tapestries. She had to admit, having another person to mess with around the castle 
would be fun. 


Alexander wouldn't stop pacing. She thought he was going to wear a path through 
the floor at the rate he was going. It seemed this visitor business really had him 
going, she hadn't seen him look that excited in years. It disgusted her. She flitted to 
the other side of the room and pushed over the iron candle stand. The crash 
reverberated through the room and Alexander jumped about a foot in the air. She 
let out a ringing laugh and pushed over the other candle stand, just to make it even. 


Alexander narrowed his eyes, "Well, if it isn't the vapory bitch. | was beginning to 
think you'd lost interest in destroying my home." 


She picked a candle up off the floor and hurled it at him. Alexander caught the 
candle in one hand and smirked at her. 


"Nice try," he said. "But you're going to have be faster than that." 


A screech of frustration tore from her throat as she began to throw everything she 
could grab at him in a frenzy. She hated him! She hated him hated him hated him! 
She didn't even realize Alexander had left the room until she heard the door slam 
shut. The room was in a state of near destruction. Books and candles were scattered 
over the floor, vases were broken, and Alexander's prized decanter set was in 
multiple pieces around the room. 


She sighed heavily and ran a hand through her hair. That had accomplished 
absolutely nothing except for ruining one room. She quickly left to find the servants 
running around outside. The visitor had arrived. Curious, she went to the main 
entrance to the castle. Alexander was standing in front of the doors with his back to 
her. She desperately wished the candle stands weren't bolted to the floor, otherwise 
she could rid herself of Alexander once and for all. Before she could come up with a 
plan B, the doors opened. Even though she knew no one could see her, she 
retreated around the nearest corner anyway, just to be safe. When she peered 
around the corner into the main hall she got her first glimpse of the mysterious 
visitor. 


The first thing she noticed was his age. He was young, no older than 24. His dark 
brown hair was tied loosely at the nape of his neck and a few strands hung over his 
forehead. His eyes were the most striking shade of green she'd ever seen but they 
were slightly sunken, like he hadn't slept in a while. 


"Baron Alexander, | presume?" the visitor said. 


His voice was deeper than she expected, rougher sounding with a very pronounced 
British accent. It had an oddly familiar quality. 


"You must be Daniel," Alexander purred. "| must say | wasn't expecting you to be 
so...young." 


"Um, sorry, sir?" Daniel asked. 


"Oh, I'm sorry, | didn't mean to offend you," Alexander gently fingered Daniel's 
collar. "I really do like you young ones, they bring life back into these old bones if 
you know what | mean." 


The baron gave him the most disgusting leer she had ever seen and Daniel's skin 
took on a mildly greenish pallor. "Uh, well," Daniel loudly cleared his throat and 
shifted the suitcase he carried. "If it's alright, I'd like to see my room now and 
unpack maybe?" 


"Of course," Alexander said. "Right this way." 


He slipped his arm around Daniel's shoulders and steered him down one of 
Brennenberg's many hallways. She followed them from a distance. As they walked 
to the guestroom, she noticed that Alexander's hand was beginning to slip lower 
and lower down Daniel's back. She floated over them to try to get a look at the 
younger man's face and almost laughed. Daniel appeared to be holding his breath 
and seemed determined to ignore the older man at all costs. However, once 
Alexander's hand got to the base of his hips, Daniel turned. 


"What are you doing?" he asked. 


"Terribly sorry," Alexander replied. "When you're my age it gets extremely hard to 
hold your arm in one position for 


long." 


Daniel looked unconvinced but didn't say anything else until they arrived at the 
guestroom. 


"I'll leave you to unpack," Alexander said. "If you need anything ring for a servant, 
they'll be glad to assist you. I'll send for you when it's time for dinner." 


"Thank you, sir," Daniel replied. 
"Please, call me Alexander," the baron winked. "I'll see you at dinner." 


Then he closed the door and left Daniel alone, at least he thought he was alone. She 
watched him heave his suitcase onto the bed and take a deep breath. 


"What am | doing here?" he muttered, shedding his brown traveling coat. "Maybe 
this was a bad idea." 


Daniel opened his suitcase and started taking out his clothes, 


"No, no, don't think like that Daniel. Maybe Alexander acts like that around 
everyone and it's just something he does. If I'm going to get rid of that Shadow 


creature, I'm going to need his help. So buck up and take his eccentricities like a 
man." 


He was such a strange young man, he intrigued her. A soft chuckle escaped her lips. 
Daniel jumped and spun around, an 


almost wild look in his eyes. 
"Who's there?" he demanded. 


She quickly covered her mouth and shrank away from him. Daniel watched the 
patch of air he'd heard her laugh from for a moment before returning to his 
suitcase. She decided it was best to leave him alone for awhile and she departed 
from the guestroom. 


Part 3: Dinner With the Baron 


Daniel wasn't sure if he wanted to have to dinner with the baron. Of course 
Alexander seemed gracious enough, after all, he was going to help him get rid of 
the Shadow thing following him. However, something about him just seemed... off. 
Daniel couldn't place what it was, but there was definitely something odd about the 
Baron of Brennenberg. A servant came up to tell Daniel to get ready for dinner at 
about five o'clock. The young man sighed heavily and took out a fresh shirt. As 
much as he wanted to decline, that would be horribly impolite. He quickly changed 
and found the servant waiting outside the door. 


"This way, Master Daniel," the servant said. 


As Daniel followed him down Brennenberg's winding hallways he realized the man 
didn't walk as much as scuttle. His steps were quick and light and brought to mind 
some kind of beetle or spider. Daniel glanced around the hallway to remove that 
rather disturbing thought. The halls were very narrow, almost claustrophobic, and 
hung with pictures. A few were pastoral landscapes but most of them were of 
Alexander dressed in a variety of costumes. 


What a vain man, Daniel thought as he passed yet another portrait of the baron, 
this one of him in a soldier's uniform. They came to the end of the hallway to find 
themselves in a large dining room. Daniel couldn't help but gawk at the vaulted 
ceilings and red velvet drapes. 

It was definitely a room fit for a king. 


"Daniel," Alexander suddenly appeared behind him. "So nice of you to join me." 


Daniel jumped and spun around. The baron was dressed in a red velvet coat that 
almost matched the drapes and looked like it was from a decade gone by. 


"Th-thank you for having me," the young man sputtered. 


"You really are cute when you're flustered." Alexander grinned, tucking a stray lock 
of Daniel's hair behind his ear. "Come sit down." 


Daniel swallowed hard before following him to the table. What was with this guy? He 
had never met anyone so intent on touching him in his life! Daniel quickly put those 
thoughts from his mind as he sat down. The baron was just eccentric, that was all. 
There were no ulterior motives, none at all. Daniel wet his lips and risked a glance 
at Alexander. 


He was regarding Daniel with half closed eyes and a small smile on his this face. 


"Your home is very beautiful," Daniel said in an effort to break the uncomfortable 
silence. 


"Isn't it though?" Alexander replied. "However, | think it's a bit too large for just me 
if you Know what I'm saying?" 


"It probably does get a bit lonely," Daniel nodded. 
"Yes," Alexander sighed. "A bit." 


"At least you have your servants," Daniel said quickly. "They probably keep it from 
getting too lonely." 


"| suppose so." Alexander answered. "But they aren't exactly the kind of company 
I'm looking for." 


Daniel really didn't like the way the baron was looking at him. It made his skin crawl 
and he shivered involuntarily. 


"Cold, Daniel?" Alexander asked, raising an eyebrow. 
"Maybe a little," Daniel replied, rubbing his upper arm slightly. 


"I'll tell someone to put more wood on the fire," Alexander rose and started to leave. 
"Feel free to try the wine while I'm away." 


Once Alexander was gone, Daniel breathed out a sigh of relief. As much as he hated 
thinking ill of the man who had volunteered to help him, there was something about 
Alexander that just put him on edge. He didn't like it. Daniel leaned back in his chair 
and closed his eyes. 


Suddenly, Daniel got the strange, prickly feeling he was being watched. 
His eyes shot open and he sat up, thinking that Alexander had returned. 


What the hell? Daniel thought. 


There was no one there, he was completely alone. The feeling persisted. He'd had 
the same kind of feeling when he'd first entered the guestroom. Daniel rubbed his 
eyes, the lack of sleep must have really started to get to him. Or perhaps it was the 
business with that Shadow thing. He shook his head roughly and reached for his 
wine glass. He would've rather had a stiff whiskey but this would have to do. As 
soon as his fingers closed around the stem of the glass, something slammed into 
the side of his hand, knocking the wine glass onto the table and spilling the wine 
everywhere. "Bloody hell!" Daniel exclaimed, leaping to his feet like a frightened 
cat. 


He scanned the room, trying to find something, anything, that would explain what 
had just happened. Some invisible force had just knocked the wine glass out of his 
hand and broken it on the table. 


"These kinds of things aren't supposed to happen," Daniel whispered. "What the hell 
is going on?" 


The wine soaking through the white tablecloth looked way too much like blood for 
his taste. Daniel's heart was thundering in his chest. What if this had to do with the 
Shadow? Did this mean it had caught up with him? 


"Daniel? What happened?" 


He turned to see Alexander had returned, 


"Nothing, I-my hand slipped. I'm sorry about your tablecloth and your glass. I'll pick 
it up." 


Before the baron could protest Daniel started to pick up the broken pieces of the 
wineglass. He felt terrible about breaking the glass, but he wasn't about to try to 
explain what happened to Alexander. He'd probably think Daniel had already lost it. 


“Ouch! Dammit!" the young man swore as a shard of glass sliced the tip of his 
finger. 


"Oh my, did you cut yourself?" Alexander asked. 
"Yes, but it's not bad," Daniel replied. "I'll manage." 


"Let me have a look at it," Alexander insisted, taking the glass from Daniel's hands 
and dropping it into a bowl being carried by a servant. 


"It's fine," Daniel said. 


"Oh tish-tosh," Alexander answered. "You're bleeding." 
"It's fine," Daniel repeated. "You don't have to-" 


Before he could finish, Alexander covered his bleeding finger with his mouth and 
lightly sucked at it. Daniel's mouth fell open and his stomach lurched. 


"What... the hell...are you doing?" Daniel yanked his hand out of the baron's grasp, 
disgusted. 


"Sucking on it always helps, just ask my ex-wife." Alexander said with a leer. 


Daniel though his jaw was going to unlatch and fall on the floor. He could not 
believe what he was hearing. 


"I-[ think I'll pass on that." Daniel sputtered. 


"Good, then we can have dinner!" Alexander pulled up his chair and sat down with a 
flourish. "Sit down, Daniel." Daniel reluctantly sat down again only to find that the 
wine-stained tablecloth had been replaced with a fresh one. The servants were 
incredibly efficient here. 


“Would you like anything else to drink?" Alexander asked. 
"I'll have a whiskey," Daniel said. 

"Oh, a hard drinker are we?" Alexander's eyes glittered. 
"Not really, | just like a little whiskey every once in awhile." 


Daniel wasn't about to reveal that it was to calm his nerves. 
First the invisible force and now this, he wasn't sure how much he could handle. 


Alexander nodded and waved a servant off to fetch Daniel's whiskey. 
Daniel really didn't want to be left alone with the baron, however he still had the 
feeling of a second pair of eyes on his back. He risked a glance behind him, nothing. 


"What are you looking at?" Alexander asked. 
"Nothing, thought | heard something." Daniel answered quickly. 
"Yes, this castle is full of strange noises," Alexander said. 


"Pay them no heed, they won't harm you." 


Daniel was very relieved when his whiskey arrived with the first course. Breadsticks, 
tomato slices, and what appeared to be balls of some kind of cheese. 


"Alexander, what exactly are those?" Daniel motioned to the cheese balls. 


"Bocconcini, they're from Italy," the baron said. "They're bite size balls of mozzarella 
cheese. Try them with a slice of tomato, it's delicious." 


Daniel did so and found the combination savory and refreshing at the same time. He 
was instantly captivated. 


"It's wonderful!" he said around another mouthful. 


"I'm glad you think so." Alexander replied. "I'd prefer it if the balls were bigger, but 
I'll take what | can get." 


After a quick swig of whiskey, Daniel decided it would be best to ignore that remark 
and eat a breadstick. He'd only taken a few bites before he noticed the baron was 
staring at him again. 


"Is there something wrong, sir?" Daniel asked. 


"Nothing really," Alexander said. "Just remembering why | decided to serve those 
breadsticks in the first place." "Please don't tell me," Daniel sighed. 


"You're no fun." 
"I came here to get rid of that Shadow thing, not have fun." 


"| don't see why you can't do both," Alexander made a face that could only be 
described as a pout. 


Another swallow of whiskey, maybe this really was a bad idea. 


"Ah! The main course has arrived," the baron changed the subject. "Would you like 
another whiskey, Daniel?" 


"One for the meal, sure," Daniel gave his empty glass to a passing servant. 
"Thanks." 


He turned his attention to the food on his plate. Two large sausages sat next toa 
mound of noodles with a salad of what appeared to be cucumbers and tomatoes. 


"I've decided to mix cuisines for tonight." Alexander said. "Tell me what you think." 


Daniel quickly tucked into his dinner, grateful to have something to divert his 
attention from the baron. The food was wonderful, the noodles were buttery, the 
Sausages Spicy, and the salad crisp. 


"How are you enjoying the meal, Daniel?" Alexander asked. 
"Everything's delicious," Daniel replied. 


"Probably not nearly as delicious as you'll taste," the baron's voice was a rumbling 


purr. 


Daniel promptly choked on the piece of sausage he was about to swallow. 
A succession of convulsive coughs racked his frame before he was able expel the 
offending sausage. 


He could not have heard that right. He simply could not have heard that right. 


Daniel took another swig of whiskey before looking at Alexander again. 
The older man was watching him with half lidded eyes. 
Daniel's stomach twisted uncomfortably, he was really starting to hate that look. 


"You're out of whiskey." Alexander said. "Would you like some more?" 
"N-n-no thanks," Daniel tried to keep the quiver out of his voice. "I-I'm good." 
"Are you sure? There's plenty more to wet the pussy." 


All the color drained from Daniel's face and was replaced by a greenish tint. Then a 
soft feminine giggle was heard from behind Daniel's chair. 

The young man slowly turned and scanned the air behind him. 

Nothing...again. 


"What are you looking for, my dear boy?" Alexander asked. 


"Nothing, nothing at all," Daniel replied. 


"Anyways, it's been a lovely dinner but I'm really tired from my journey so I'm going 
to bed." 


"But wait," Alexander said. "Dessert is on its way, and | guarantee it will be far 
better than the dinner." 


"That's fine, Alexander!" Daniel answered, a hint of desperation roughening his 
voice. 


"Feel free to enjoy it without me! I...am going...to BED!" 


As he turned on his heel to march out of the room he just caught Alexander 
muttering, 
"Meet you there." 


“Holy mother of God!" Daniel exclaimed as he sprinted off down the hallway. "What 
the hell is wrong with these people!" 


After nearly getting himself lost multiple times. Daniel finally found his way back to 
his room. He leapt inside and slammed the door, locking it in the same motion. Then 


he breathed a deep sigh of relief and ran a hand through his hair. 
"What the hell is going on here?" he groaned. 


Daniel stumbled to his bed and flopped down onto his back. He lay there for a few 
seconds before opening his 


"Wait," Daniel said. "Are these sheets even clean?" 


The same soft, feminine giggle from dinner sounded again from somewhere near 
the ceiling. 


